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Bob Lucky - five poems 
The Rising Tide of Confirmation Bias 


I knew it would rain 
I knew it would 

I knew it 

I knew 

Rain 

Rain 

I knew 

I knew it 

I knew it would 

I knew it would rain 
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See the Old Man in Various Conjugations 


He goes. 

He will go. 

He is going. 

He has to go. 

Has he gone? 

He has gone more or less. 
He has? 

He has. 

Will he have to go again? 
He will have to go again. 
Is he still going? 

He will be going 

long after he has gone. 


Sometimes at a Party 


Pll be pouring wine 
and say you know 
there hasn’t been 


a decent line of poetry 

since Gerald Manley Hopkins 

had it out with God 

and you can hear the wine 

gurgling like rain in a drainpipe 

as excuses are made and coats gathered 
after which I crawl into bed 

with Wendy Cope. 


This Is the Anxiety Sidewalk 


This is where we step 

This is where we don’t step 
where we break our mothers’ backs 
where we fall into a drain 
where we trip over weeds coming up for air 
where we scuff a hopscotch grid 

This is where we turn left 

or right 

or forget to turn and have to turn back 

and then turn right 

or left 

This is where we look both ways 

again and again 

This is where we step into the street 

and tell ourselves we’ve left 

the sidewalk 


Questioning Love 


Sweat dreams, my love. 
Sweat dreams. 


Réka Nyitrai 
In bed with Picasso 


The sad seeds of blue times 
swim in our mouth. 


A soft hand unbuttons the sky. 
I see an angel riding on a flower. 


The smell of burnt snow 
wakes the stars. 


In bed with Dali 


The scream of a falling star 
awakens the tulips. 

A scattered dream 

weeps upon weaning. 
Tears sometimes clock. 
Flowers sometimes snake. 
In the prehistoric ocean 

a pearl is orphaned. 
Rocks and thunder 

flow from an empty vase. 
On a bed of crushed glass 
I am served to a lioness. 


In bed with Max Ernst 


In the forest’s care 
acan of fireflies 
may be mistaken 
for a smile. 


- three poems 


Patrick Sweeney - short forms 


Pittsburgh _ the fire gods are our neighbors 


school girls counting the spots on three leopards in motion 


when she said she knew I would like it 


defeated, I stared at the tiny chalice of a morning buttercup 


the creaking tree swing of her knees 


nobody cared if Fabian could sing 


10 


the sharp spurs of the rooster-foot practice 


Jor Ron 


a milk machine took his arm... 
the Ramanujan 


of phone numbers 


every morning of the world Sisyphus squeezes into his 
side-busted bedroom slippers 


as a diversion, he put a brown hat on the newel post of his dream 


the collared dove brought a bit of coolness at dawn 
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tail feathers dipped 
in French's... 
a Winnie Waxwing 


getting all the answers wrong again 


he doesn't think the robins are drinking enough water 


grandpa died of the galloping consumption 
hooves in dust clouds 
six-guns loosed 
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Rich Murphy - The Wedge Edge 


Hacked into starting blocks, 
the stumbling block 
arrives for the race with the runner. 


The hatchet roughs up the birth 
defect with angles for ankles 
and knees to spring forth: 

A brainy hatch beyond physical 
evolutionary attributes. 


No offense ever meant 
to trees and the deer. 


The sweaty would-be sprinter 
trains using a faulty track star 
body with daily marathon energy 
sapped from anxiety forests 

and gardens to out pace, 

or maintain, or re-member. 


Young cross country 
team members watch in awe. 


The finishing line at the cemetery 
gate decides upon the winner. 


ls: 


Language Bridges 


Reading for metaphors that extend 
one foot after another until 

broken and lying there where irony 
trots out on the silver steed, Sublime, 
the peruser silences within a breath 
at the complications that overwhelm. 


The wonderful attempt at identity 
doesn’t fix together with Homo sapiens 
the awesome, and yet and yet. 


The temporary supports for culture, 
perhaps civilization that like earlier 
definitions in different languages 

held for a good while before the absurd 
leaked in with a collapse. 


Dizzy among any lucky stars 

the imbalanced hordes brutalize 
until poets find footing enough 

to herd into joining in image shaping 
for a vision to occupy term might. 
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Why Art Owns the Body 


Aging slips in through the backdoor 

or through the bulkhead with a toolbox 
for prepares that doctors refer to 

as the old fool box before the foolbox. 


Joint-jazzed injuries from youth haunt, hint. 
Internal valves wheeze and nostrils whistle. 
DNA flip to show the tabled cards 

on the flat-on-back flap jack breakfast. 


Hammers only need to tap at nailbiters. 
The sawed wises up eyes to what was done 
and calls for naps into the retirement 
irrelevancy: ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ. 


A life extension treadmill and mind 

games for neurologists hole up for breathing 
through a mummy wrap with all the fixins. 
File cabinets in memory overflow. 


Those lucky stars in the galaxy suggest 
that an art may project into a next era. 

A caskless aging rides on definitions along 
the spacetime horizon, with thanks to flesh. 
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Lake Angela - The Psychiatrist Visits at Midnight 


He was here only to strike me over the head 
with my tombstone, the one he chose for me 
from the medical supply in the plague doctor’s 
closet. He enters some things by force. He loves 
the entrail. He will become a psychiatrist. 

He loves the child, he says. Listen to the music 
in your head, child. It comes from the teeth, 

he will tell us after he makes us his patient 

by threatening us with meat. The public screams 
from the kitchen sink. Now the currents leave 
us, spiral back to sea; down the drain the visitor 
takes his exit. Enfolded in darkness, the advance 
is final. Hope is an experience of absolute death 
in which no death 1s absolute, just a waiting 

in softness—a cloud no one can see 

in the darks. His motto is forward, forward. 

It is dirty. The needle is like forced speech 
under the first layer of skin that marks 

the first years of this life. 
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Testing the Child 


In the abandoned stone station, underneath the arch, 
the doctor tests my head with flowers. The petals 
fall off. He wants to cook them, stew for the child. 


The hero excavates a nostril, finds the scrolls, 
pliés for safety in the night. He lost his juicebox 
and digs in his tattered pockets for the change 


to buy a new aluminum can, content with some 
spring or fall. He forgot his knife, and his scalpel 
is soiled with the contents of smeared thoughts. 


Instead, he pries open the can with his tooth. 
He thinks it is a fang. Delighted, he discards 
the head onto the train track. Silent night, 


nothing rumbles, mouth and eyes awash in the dark 
bubbles. He glimpses a child in the stonelight 

and heads toward the tunnel at a sudden run 

that he forgets to measure. 
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Nght Air: Miasma of Undiscovered Colors 


I cried in colors and left a mess, 

watercolored cholera and purpled plague. Time 
to tidy your actions and straighten your mind. 

Find a patient man; fight against the status 


of interminable patient. But I am now, 

as then. Only thinly I escaped the narrow path, 
every corner flush with spiders’ jingling laughter. 
If I do not go inside, I do not see how 


the walls can close in again. Sidestep the fumes 
from rotting organic matter washed ashore, 

carved upon the table, seeping from the open door. 
Every night I go to sea, scour the gaping wound 


for seeds that will explode the sky into color, 
openness, in the absence of my native sorrow. 
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Mark Young - Pivotal Plot Twists 


At the apothecary where someone is hiding a dead body 
Luke discovers that Darth Vader is actually his father. 


A gunrunner, who has a strong moral compass but a split 
personality, murdered Marion while disguised as his mother. 


The little boy named Miguel who demonstrates guitar skills 
has been artificially inseminated to ensure his music emerges. 


A paranormal romance about revisionist history rewrites 
Sharon Tate’s fate. She doesn’t die. The Manson killers do. 


On a college campus where the relationship began, Moon- 
gwang is keeping a secret in the basement — her husband. 


This painter, who volunteers at an animal shelter on 
weekends, reveals her sister is actually her daughter. 


In a noir story about the limits of vengeance, the last 
astronaut stumbles across a half-sunken Statue of Liberty. 


und so weiter. . . 
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First words, Part I 


like uncut with the toilet school guy parked outfitted 
that was dollars took eyes what insult really give forgot 
ask after car undershirt through in again yeah isn't 
the no picked strangely window how was than see 
bartender gambling called with have sitting did maybe 


semblance what feel honest 
convict recovering porte 
just boxlike long-sleeve 
when's killing few boohoo 
rat five understand know time 
used narcotics hoping became 
how not life cruised who's that 
home in soldier that straight 


turned young regarding sight 
cochere pirogue aren't supposedly 
a few others didn't don't closed 
told just home commode street 
this hatred at nightingale watched 


reaches everyone around there beg 
power walked maybe people is 


vocabulary yard browned let 
told killers when stockbrokers don't know cooperative what 
there's could name basket kidding about spring went 
straw history why placed watched French like that 
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A line from Michael Gottlieb 


String indexing 1s zero-based. Select the 
first character of a paragraph. What is 
this going to do? Reinforce the realization 
that a career in academia is no longer 


desired. “The job isn't what it was back 
when I started at the igloo factory.” Nor 
is the ice which is now in short supply as 
global warming takes a heavy toll. The 


adventure begun. Brazilian bomb-slingers 
set the pace. ‘The summer sun is setting 
its cap for us, suggests we save our email 
messages as PDFs & reach inbox zero now. 
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Mark Webster « Cosmic Poems 
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Hypertype 
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Steven J. Fowler - contract 


Contract 
You agree to sell your soul 


“Date f 
[Recipient Name] 
[Title] [Recipient Street Address] 
[Company] (Recipient City, ST Zip] 


YOU THE UNDERSIGNED 


AGREE TO SELL YOUR & 

ETERNAL SOUL¢ = 
A 

STEVEN FOWLER ° & 

(PROXY OF THE DEVIL) 

IN RETURN 

YOU GET 


A TENNER | 
sincerely <t 
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You reep what you saw 


says 


squeezes us SO if you saw a reep 


and did not think 


me, me first, im 


the first 
conformist. im 
not one 
like liquig 
grease 
aNd ferm 
belliag ented > 
e 
March 
dr of the Crabs 
¢ towards 


aw 
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Cecil Touchon - Asemic Notes While Walking 


eg 
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Marcus Miller - City Fox 


oo 
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Joshua Sabatini - Graveside 


“Are you there, Joseph? Don’t mind I shared your flowers 
with nearby graves. Seemed the right thing to do. Sure you’d ap- 
prove. You there Joseph? Mom and Dad are still traveling. God 
knows where they are now. They weren’t prepared for your fatal 
overdose. ‘There was something too intrusive about it. You know 
how they like to keep everything away and stay in a magic circle. 

I was mad at you at first. I thought it was a dumb thing to 
do. I was sad after I was mad. Then I just didn’t care anymore. 
It’s the cycle of life. Turns out I don’t think death is a bad thing. 
Isn’t it liberating, the start of a whole new adventure? Can you 
hear me? Probably not. You seem far away. But you still seem 
around, not severed from it all like at first. Just far away. Death is 
more present now than you are. The voice from the grave marker 
is death’s voice. Death is like winter and spring is like birth. There 
can’t be one without the other, the way everything was created. 
Creation is perfect isn’t it? Joseph, you must know more than me 
now that you are dead.” 

Thinking once more Joseph was living in some form made 
her smile, and a warmth filled her up as the sun shone through 
oak tree limbs reaching the right side of her face, her right bare 
forearm and the lower portion of her right neck separated by a 
hemp necklace. 

“T hope you don’t mind Joseph, I can't be sad about your 
death at all.” 

One of her first convincing Joseph encounters was when 
she was sitting on the back porch and entered a dream-like state; 
she saw him in a pure light form, all golden, sitting in one of the 
chairs the way he usually did, overlooking the lawn, the marshes 
and harbor waters. She told him he was dead, but he wasn’t be- 
lieving her. She assured him it was true; she thought it only right 
to tell him. Maybe he did know, and was only pranking her the 
way he liked to do. She figured if existence after death didn’t exist 
he wouldn’t show up like that. 
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She decided it was wise to say a prayer for Joseph in case it 
could help, and, furthermore, for the others in the graves around 
him, those that got one of Mrs. Cartwright’s flowers. ‘The local 
gardener had flagged her down as she went bicycling by and 
handed her a pot of them once she found out where she was 
headed. 

“Jesus, if you see Joseph please make sure he’s not wan- 
dering lost. He wasn’t a bad brother, he wasn’t a bad son. If he 
is lost, please shine bright for him to know which way to go. I 
know he’d head for your light if it was there just like a sea captain 
would head toward the harbor lighthouse in a fog to know the 
gateway to port. And Jesus, all the dead around me who I do not 
know, but they must have been OK, at least to some degree any- 
way, if you could help them too, I think that would be great. If 
they were terrible people, which I’m not saying they were, please 
help them be better.” 

She didn’t know if what she was doing was any good, but 
it was a start, and nothing could be anything unless it was started. 
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Matthew Bala - Woven Skin 


The vegetable-tanned makes for nice patina—only problem is 
that extra month it takes to get a real film. Full-grain leather has 
it beat on time and tincture; the more exposed full-grain garners 
this carob shade that the eco-friendly stuff never reaches. 


The white fluorescents of my granddad’s atelier command no 
dyed pieces or light pigments so that the texture and looks are 
preserved best. Ear muffs clasp about my cauliflower ears and 
polyethylene sleeves brace my arms from whatever rotary cuts or 
snagging material. Airflow in here has been cut for a good while 
since this bulk order—the HVAC shut-out during overtime may 
slick my lungs grease-black and oil-green. 


Bookbinder I goes on with the ruled markings as the leather 
tracks into the board to clamp into place. The skiving knife is 
to tell of the thickness and sluggard jumps and glides of shorn 
soon-to-be-tooling-wrap bow away from the sheet and here I call 
myself some artisan to pad and feel and stroke for layers even and 
matched. Have the tanners rush the process and after dehairing it 
could all tear now but they did a mighty fine job so that my work 
may go un-ridged and un-bumped. 


Sweat builds my brow anew and the swipes of gristled hands let 
fly what shavings and debris on my flat canvas and hunger pains 
swell from my stomach into throat and there to taper and burnish 
the skin lies. Piece stuck in the clamp the bevel is to stretch and hit 
a half-right and pump slow along where my dragging swoop of 
material ebbs and shrinks into the air; lift and rotate to the other 
sides as I cannot chair myself and with pressured technique of 
years gone by the piece is near ready for dyeing. 


The thin wrap sits stretched and again I graze the gravel-smooth 
flesh with the outs of my fingers and I know that as with every- 
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thing that leaves this place the beholder can never know the real 
beauty. 


Within only this month are there to be hundreds of journals—to 
understand that the signatures and threads and bands can fall 
into hands other than mine own hardly satisfies me. I disrobe 
the arm-guards and knock off the earmuffs back onto the table 
and stamp to the switches to cut off the lights. Another cough 
forces out some percussive wheezes and thoughts of liquidat- 
ing the company come back to mind. There to the fire escape I 
reach and look down on Las Cruces which has nurtured me for 
so long—a life of bookbinding is one my heritage has claimed for 
me, and with all my joys and sorrows I cherish it for turning me 
novice into master of a practice so ancient. 


All the peace I could ever want—a never-ending release that 
could temper my mind into flat skin and my tongue stiff with 
the oils and dyes of passing creations. Let me die, let me turn a 
martyr for a lineage of work unbroken and untampered. Allow 
the throes of disease and death to take me, all so that the abilities 
of my son can develop this company fresh with the generation. 
To sacrifice not for myself, but for the work of centuries that no 
lifetime of mine could ever match; let the fruit die, so even more 
can come of the future. 
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Lina Bytewood - Hello C! 


#include <stdio.h> 


int main() { 
// Life begins with a seed 
int seed = 42; 


// Time moves forward 

for(int day = 0; day < 365; day++) { 
// Growth happens slowly 
seed++; 


// Reflect on each day 
printf("Day “od: The seed grows, now it is Yod\n"", day + 1, seed); 


// \sit enough? Is it tall? 
iffseed >= 100) { 
printf("The tree stands tall, its roots deep. \n"); 
break; 
} 
} 


// Vhe cycle ends, but life continues 


return 0; 


} 
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Jonathan Vidgop - TPOPHLHATEJIb 


501 mar or BBepeH Moero JJOMa JO KOIONUA, B KOTOPOM 

X*KUBET OJMHOKAA 3a0bITaa KOOpa. 
Ha 33 mare a o6b14uHO BCTpeuato CBOErO Coceya, IpHBepxKeHUAa 
3HOpoOBoro OOpa3a %XH3HU, KOTOPbIM, CHA Ha CKAMCHKe, TIbeCT 
KaKyl0-TO 3€JICHy10 raJjOCTb, UTO TOTOBUT emMy »%eHa. Y coceya 
COBepuIcHHO HeT HOCa. Bepuee, ecTb ero HeKoe TO Z06ue, NoUTH 
HEOTJIMUMMOE Ha OJYTIIOBATOM JIMLe. 

Korga a yenato 118 mar a nour HaTbikKalocb Ha HUUe- 
ro, KoTOppia Gopmouet croBa KHurU IIpopoxos, BEIsyOpeHHEIe 
MM Hav3yCTb. 

A — oOnagatTesb HEXUTpOrO 3HaHHA O 3emsie, O TOM, UTO 
OHa JIMMIb KpoweuHad MeCuMHKa B HECKOHUAeMBIM Kocmoce, co- 
BCe€M Hepa3imMuuMasa BO BceseHHou. A yx 4, KUBYIIMM Ha HEL, 
MOUTH HM He CymecTByt0. 

Ha 230 mare ropuut 30poBeHHad CJIOBHO JIblICad MaJIb- 
Ma. Ho Ha CaMOM Bepxy, B €€ KPOH€ %XHBeET CeMeHKa JIeTyUMX 
MbIWIeH, UTO WypwiaT B THuIMHe HOU. besmomBHOe UX Wypuia- 
Hue HMUeTO He TOBOpUT MHe. bpirb MOxeT OHM KpuuaT O TIOMO- 
WM wim roropatca K aTake. Jlerko MepenyTaTb OHO C FpyruM. 

Ilouemy uMeHHO MasibMa pacrerT 3ecb, a He Oaobad ws 
ThIcAUeTeTHAA CeKBOMA? A yxe Mepectas youBLaTECca. Bce, uTo 
MpOuWcxOAUT He NOWaeTcaA HUKaKUM MpeyckazaHuaM. Jlonrue 
TOUbl A KaJJHO MbITasICA y3HATb KAK MOKHO Gos, THICTHO Ha- 
each, UTO “30OusIMe BICUATJICHHM OTKPOCT MHE TalHy!0 CBA3b 
mMexny HuMu. M rompKo HeyaBHO, IPOXKUB Tak JOO, A MOHALI, 
uTO CBaA3H He cyuyecTByeT. Ee Her yy1a MeHa. Mue He cy>xqeHo 
uTo-71M00 NoHATB. A HuUerO He MOry IIpewCKa3zarTb. 

Ha 420 mare - kaMeHb, 0 KOTOpb1M peryJLApHO CHOTEIKa- 
10TCA 3a0sy Me Cloyja WyTHUKH. Huxomy ene He NpuMWIO BTo- 
wloBy yOpats ero c goporu. J ymaio, uro uy MCHA HET OpaB Ha 9TO. 

500 maros. CMeprb MasuuT Hemogasexy. 
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SEER, translation by Leo Shtutin 


Five hundred and one steps separate my house from a well inhab- 
ited by a solitary, forgotten cobra. 

Step thirty-three is where I tend to encounter my health- 
freak neighbour, sitting on his bench and slurping green gunge 
concocted for him by his wife. My neighbour has absolutely no 
nose. Or rather, he has a semblance of nose, well-nigh indiscern- 
ible on his doughy face. 

When taking step one hundred and eighteen I almost 
bump into a pauper mumbling lines from the Book of Proph- 
ets—lines he has learned by heart. 

I am the possessor of unsophisticated knowledge about 
the Earth. I know that it is but a minuscule, imperceptible grain 
of sand amidst an infinite Cosmos, and that I, one of its denizens, 
scarcely exist at all. 

At step two hundred and thirty there juts from the ground 
an immense bald palm tree. But its zenith is home to a family of 
bats that rustle in the nocturnal silence. Their wordless rustling 
tells me nothing. Perhaps they are clamouring for help; perhaps 
they are readying themselves for an attack. It is easy to mistake 
one for the other. 

Why does a palm grow here, rather than a baobab or a 
millennium-old sequoia? I have ceased to wonder at such things. 
There is no predicting anything that happens. I spent long years 
in the ravenous pursuit of knowledge—as much as I could amass; 
I lived in the vain hope that a surfeit of impressions would shed 
light on some secret link between them. Only lately, with so many 
decades under my belt, have I come to realise that no such link 
exists. Or at least not for me. I am fated to understand nothing 
whatever. And there is nothing I can predict. 

At step four hundred and twenty there lies a stone which 
time and again trips up wayfarers who have strayed into these 
parts. As yet no one has thought to remove it from the road. I do 
not believe myself entitled to do so either. 

Step five hundred. Death looms close at hand. 
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Mykyta Ryzhykh - Bee na ceeme necuacmnoer 


Bce wa cBere HeCuacTHb! Kak HepoxyéHHEIM Mucyc 
Oueuute ypopeus 6e3yMua: 
Tpycruts “3-3a Toro uro TeO4 He pacnHyT 


Oeb1M CHer JOroHsAeT Oesy1o UTULy 
uw HeOeCa BCE TAK Ke CBETJIBI 
Kak JJO IOXOpOH 


TeOpeMa TOCKH 
JAH Ub 3arylaATbIBacT B OKHA 
U BUUJMT UTO OKOH HCT 


rBO3 JM JjepxKaT pxkaBUvHy 
CMepTb urpacT B pOJMHy 


M3 a UrpaeT B poxkcHULy 
OypHu yMep a MBI BCE Tak 2%Ke 
B COPOK TpeTheM 
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HeBOCHeTBIM 
HeCHeTb1M 
HECHE€JIbIM 


KaK MaHJIapUH 


6e3sIeTHbIM 
6e31eTHHH 
6e3TenJIblu 


paccTpoeHHbIM 
pa3,BOCHHbIM 
paccTpeJL4HHbIM 


BbIBCPHYTb1M HUKCM HHUUCM 
Ha H3HAHKy KOTOPOHM HET 


IJlaly, U3 KOKU 
KJICIT U3 KOKU 
Wpoub 43 KOKU 


KaK B TOM ~HJIbMe 


XOJIOKOCT 

KJIeH JJLA OOOCB 

KOTOPbIM IJIOXO TepxuT o6on 
6e3J0OMHB1xX 
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CruxorsopeHue HamucaHHoe B paMKax 
B paHkax 

B caHKkax 

IloxomHuKka 

Paccbimasiocb 

Paccrpousocb 

Paspyu1Msi0cb 

PaspaHMsiocb Myiye Wpex*xHero 
BesopexckoTeKyUeMCTUTCJIBHOMCTUTCJIBHO 
Jjaxke ITUIb1 poucKue 

Cram paickumMu 

Jlaxe coup] TOHKHE 

Cram TaHkaMu 

AxkkypaTHo 

Orsaqbipalica Telepb Ha JOpory 
Korga uyémp mo yruue 

A BOoKpyr TeMHO 


Mp1 BpimasiM B OCaJOK ITOTO JHA pOKIEHHbIC ykKpayeHHbIMu 
CanamMaHpbl Mypallek MpokaTHJIMCcb 10 Koxe 
V1 korya BBBICb C 3€MJIM TIOMIIO TeMIO yHaBLIErO B TpeLwHy 
[coummua 
Bee yBugesmm uro He6a Combe HET a PUJIBTPb1 M Hacocbl U3 
[MOceqHUX yCHIMH 
Kauator Bo3jlyx Mocsie AJ}epHOTO B3pb1Ba 
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A a 6e3 uMeHH Kak 

bor 6e3 pemuruu 

Tyra3 6e3 yHa 

TnasHaa 6e3nHa 

Tnapyasa Gena 

CyaBpHasd Tpu3Ha 

Cyagka 1pu3ma 

Vs310ma xypMb1 Meuasi CIé3 aNeJIBCMHOBOTO COKa KOJIb1 UYBCTB 
[IMMOHalia U4xXaHUM 


Pyuent “3 Caxapa 43 KOTOpOrO HE BbIMJCT BbIMMTb HU BOJIbl HU 
[kpoBu 
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Cecelia Chapman 
Moon is a Dagger 


